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CHAPTER V.—Continued.

Betty came Wwith oaly her colored
mad, old Puss Dunning, who hdd
. talfen her from the purse’s arms whea
» e wis born and takea care of ber
ever slnce, two=tho tall Ken-
tucky gicl ‘nnd the bent mammy—ar-
rived ad the Stons ranch one day In
* Mna, end Richand, ‘done then with
bridees and looking ‘after his ranch
Intefestz, hall ulready fallen viclently
i love with Retly, She was delicate,
but, ¥ those in Medicine Bend who re-
membered her spld true, a lovely
fereaturs, Remninigg (4 the mountains
whs ihe Igst “thing Betty had ewer
e thorght 'of, but no cue man or woman,
could withstand Disk Dunning. BShe
» « “fell quite [ jove with.him dhe first
o ¥me xhe =el gyes on him in Medicine
- Rend, for he, wes very handshme {n
. «he saddly, and Betty was fairly wild
: Shout=” horses. So Dick  Dunning

,' wooed 2 fond misiress and married

L

"ne t
g
¥

bardly more Lhan a year,

¥ But In bkt vear they wera very

d happy; never two happler, and when |

/1 e slept away ber suffering she Joft |
> . Bim, as & legacy, m tny baby giel, Puss |
brought the mile of a creiture in its |

+ awaddling clothes to the eick mather
—very, very sick then—and pogr Bet-
“ty turned her durk eves on it, kissed

F I, lovked ut ber husbosd and whis

% ppred “Dicksle,” and dled. Dicksie
‘had been Betty's pel name for her
mounfaln lover, ko the father said the
‘«hlld’s nama should be Dicksie and
nolhking else; and his heart broke and

\ o #0bn Le died, Nothing else, starm of

flood, desth or disaster, bad ever
s moved Dick Dunuing; theh a sin-
r ® gle blow killed 'him. Ha rode

n- | the shop, MeCloud sat one day alone

ber ‘and buried her, and all wubln|

CORYRICNT

“No man ‘that has ever played me
dirt ean stay here while 1 stay.” BSin-
clalr, with a hund on the portiere, was
moving from the doorway Into the
nected through s curtalned door with

eating his dincer. Marion ~wag In
wont serving o oustomer, McCloud
heard volces In the shop, bat gave no
heed tlll & man walked through the
curtained doorway and he saw Murray
Sioclair standing before him. A
stormy Interview with Calluhan and
Blood at the Wickiup had taken place
Just & week before, and MeCloud after
what Blmclalr had them threatened,
though not prepared, feil as he saw
him that anything might occur. Me
Cloud befug in possession of the little
room, however, the initiative fell on
Sinclalr, who, looking bhis best,
snatched his hat from his bead and
bowed ironically. “My mistake,” he
sald blandly.

“Come right in," returned MeCloud,
not knowing whether Marion bad a
possible hand in her husband's unex-
pected appearance, “Do you waat to
see me?”

“l don't,” smiled Sinclair; “and to
be perfectly frank” he added with
studled conslderation, 1 wish lo God
1 never had seen you. Weli—you've
thrown me, McCloud ™

“You've thrown yoursell, baven't
you, Murray ™

"From your point of view, of course
But, McClond, this |8 a small country
for two polots of view. Do you want
to get out of W, or do you want
me to?™

“The country suita me, Slnelalr®
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you. 1 was attending to a customer
and bad to ask him to walt & mo
ment”

“Don’t apologize for baving a cus
tomer." -

“He llves over beyond the Btona
ranch, you know, and is taking some
things out for the Dunnings to-day. He
likes an excuse to come n bhere be-
cause it annoys me. Finlsh your dig-
ner, Mr. McClond."

“Thank you, I'm done.

“But you haven't eaten aaything
Isn't your steak right?™

“It's fine, but that man—well, you
kmow how [ like him and how be llkes
ma. I'll conteat mysell with digeating
my temper”

CHAPTER VII,

Smoky Creek Bridge.

It was pct alone that a deflance
makes u bud dloner ssuce! there was
more than this for McCloud to feed
on. He was forced 1o confess to him:
self as bo walked back to the Wickiup
that the most annoylog fealure of the
locident was the least Important,
namely, that his only enemy lg the
country should be intrusted with com-
misslons from the Stone ranch and be
carrying packeges lor Dicksie Dune
ning. It was Sinclair's trick to do
things for people, and Lo make himsell
&g uselul that they must ks first his
ablizlogness and afterward himself,
Sinelalr, MeCloud knew, was close in
muny wars 10 Lance Dunning. It was
siid to have been his influence that
won Duuning’s conseat to sell a right
of wiy ncross the ranch for the new

—_

onee In a while over the ranch, a|
Ereat {ract by that time of 20,000 |
acres, all in one budy, all under fence, !

up und down both sides of the big!

A - river, In part Irvigated, swarming with

cattle—nono of it stipred Dick! and

B with little Dicksie Jn big arms he
Weptaway his guffering.

So Dicksie waa left, as her mother

¥ 84 bgen, to Puss, while Lanca looked

*® wlter whe ranch, swore at the price of

@ltle, and played cards at Medictne |

Bend, AU tea, Dicksle, as thoroighly
spoiled a8 & pet baby could be by a
b - fool 'mammy, & fond cousin, and a
g Eslaxy of deveied powhovs, was sent,

in spite of crying and finging, to Al

. faraway , convent—her father had
lﬁmned gverything—where In many
tears she learned that there were oth-
er thingg In the world besides ecattle

* and moabtains and sunshive and tall,
brogdLaited horsemen to swing lfrowm
thelr siirrups and plek ber hat from
b ground—just (o sce little Dickste

I . lugh—when they swonped ras! the

s howse to Abe corrals. When she came

back from Kentucky, ber grandmother
| dmd &nd ‘her schooldays foished. all

§ the land ske could see Ic the valley

L4 « A hars,

CHAPTER Vi,

e 1 In Marion's Shop.
s Jo*Bosey strect, Medicine Bend,

& slands an, earlyday row of ope-story
bglldidys;” they once’ made up & pros.

¢ Porous block, which haos long sinee
oMullen Intg the decay of paintless davs,

~ Therd I8 In Doney strest a Hvery

» »afgble, a gecondhand store, & laundry,

¥ a bakery, & morfhond grocery. and a
beycie shgp, and at the time of this

Mory there was also Marion Sinclan's
millinery ghop; bat the bettor class of

) g * Mediclne Dend busipess, such as the
_gambling bouses, sgloons, pawnshaps,

» sestaufants, barber ahops, and those
seasiiive, clesm-sbaven; and nlort es.
tablishments known as “gents’ stores,”
bad deserted Boney street for muny
yaars. Putg fly in the dark of Boney
street while Fropt street at the same
bour Is a blare of electritity and fron-

e tler bllarity. . The millinory store
® #ood oext lo the ‘vorner of Fert
o o Btreel The lot luy In an “L" and at
the rear of the stove the first owner

. - * kad bofit & =mall connecting cottage
. to Nve in. This faced on Fort streat,
#0 ‘bt Marion bed her shap sod liv-
Mg sooms gommunicating, and  yet
gpart.  The store bullding ‘s still
8 poluntad éur w5 the (opmer shop of
Blsrion Sinelair, where George Mo
Dond boarded wihed the Crawling
Btone line svus built, where Whispoer-

. ~ i

where Sinciair himsell was [ast goen

fag Smith might often have been soen, |

moom.. MeClond In & lelsurely way
rose, though with a slightly flushed
face, and at that juncture Marlon run
{nto the room and spoke obruptly,
“Here Iz the silk, Mr. Sinelalr” sl:n‘
exclaimed, handing to him a packam
ghe had net finlshed wrappivg. *|
meanl you to wait in the other room."

“It wis an accidentnl Intrusion,” re-
turned Sineclair, malntaining his frony
“T have apologized, and Mr. MeCloud
end 1 undersiand one anotber better
than ever.”

“Please say to Miss Dunning™ cos
tinved Murlon, nervous and Insistent,
“that the band for her riding-hat
hasa't coms yet, but It should be bere
tonerrow.”

As she spoke MoCloud leaned across
the table, resolved to take advaninge
of the openlng, 1f It cost him his Tife.
“And by tha way, Mr. Rinclalr, Miss
Dunning wished ma to say to you that
the lovely bay colt yon scat her had
sprung his shoulder badly, the hind
shoulder, 1 think, but they are doing
everything possible for it and they
think It will muke 8 greal horse™

Sinelair's snort st the Information
wis & marvel of Indecision. Was he
belng mide fun of! BShonld he draw
and end 1t? Dut Mariom f(aced him
rosalutely as he stood, snd talking
in the m.st business V'ke way she
batked him out of the room znd to
the sbop door. Balked of his oppor-
‘tupity, he reireated studbbormly but
with the utmost politencss, asd lef
with a gfin, lashing s tsil, se 1o
Bpeak.

Comipg back, Marion trisd to hide
her mmneasiness under even tones to
NeC wid. ‘Tm sorry be Qlsturbed

“Hers In the Silk, Mn Sinclalr®

Crawling Stome line. But MeCloud
feit it usaloss to disgufes (he fact to
himself that he now had = second
kien interest in the Crawling Stone
country—uot glome a dream of a lne,
but & dream of a girl. Sitting moodily
in his office, with hie leet on the desk,
& few nights afier his encounter with
Biaclalr, ke recallsd ber pod as she
gald goodby. 1t had seemied the least
bit evcouraming, snd he meditated
anew on the only 20 minutes of real
pieasurable excitement he ksd ever
felt In bls life, the 20 wiinntes with
Dicksle Dunning at Smoky creek. Her
Intimates, be had beard, called har
Dicksig, and he was vaguoly cavying
ber intimates whes the night dispateh.
¢r, Rooney Les, opened the dour and
disturbed his reflections.

“How Is Number On Rooney ™
ealled MeCloud, as If nothing but the
thotight of & traln movemout ever o
tered his hoad. ,

Rooney Leo paused. In his hewd be
held & massage, and e fusvd MeCloud
with evident uncasiness, “Holy smoke,
Mr, MeClowl, here's a ripper! We've
lost Emoky Creek bridee ™

“Lost maky Creek bridge™ schoed
McCloud, riging In amazement,

“Burned toulght.  Seventy-seven
was fiazged by the mam at the pump
slation.”

“That's & tleap for your life!™ ox-
claimed MoCloud, resching for the
mossage. “How could K calsh fre?
Ie it barned up?™

“l caw't get asything on that yer;
this cama from Canby. I'll hiere & good
wire ia & few minutes and
{or you." .

“Hawe Pull Halley and Hyde mots

get It all

rl

fied, Rooney, and Reed and Brill
Young, und get up & train. Smoky
Creek bridge! By bheavens, we are
ripped up the back now! What can
wo do there, Rooney?™ He was talk-
ing to himself. “There Isa't & thing
for it on God's earth but mwitchbacks
and fivepercent, grades down to the
boltdm of the creek and erl
soross It U] the mew lne In 4
Wire Callahan and Morris Blood, and
gt everything you can for me before
we starl.”

Ten bhoury later and many hundreds
of miles from the mountain division,
President Bucks and & companion
were riding n the peace of & Jume
morning down thy beauotiful Mobawk
villey with an sarller snd Hlustrious
ralirond man, William C. Brown. The
three men were al breakfast In
Brown's car. A message was brought
in for Bucks. He read It and passed
it to his companion, Whisparing
Bmith, who sat at Brown's left hand,
The messuge was from Callahan with
the news of the burning of Smoky Creek
bridge. Delails were few, because no
one on the west end could suggest &
plaugible cause for the fire,

“What do you think of it, Gordon?"
demanded Bucks, bluatly,

Whispering Smith seemed at all
times bordering on good-natured sur
| prige, and In that normal condition be

read Callahsn's message.

He was laughing voder Bucks' seru-
tlny when he bhanded the message
back. "Why, T don't know & (hing
about Jt, not a thing; but taking a
long shot aud speaking by and far,
I showld say It looks something ke
firgt blood for Sinclalr,” he suggested,
and o change the subject lifted his
enip of coffes,

"“Then it Jooks Hke you for the
mountaing tonight lnsteed of for
Weber and Fields'" retorted Bucks,
reaching for m clgar. “Brown, why
| have you pever learnod to smoke?”

CHAPTER VIII,
The Misunderstanding.

No attempt was made to minimigs
Use truth that the blow to the division
wus a slazgering one. The loss of
| Bmoky creek hridge put almost 1,000

miles of the mountaln division out of

Fusiness, Perishable freight and time
¢ight were diverted to other lines.

Fassengers were truoslerred; lunches

were served to them io the deep val

lew, and they were supplied by an in-
eenuouy advertiging department with
pietures of the historic bridge as It
had long stood, and their addresses
| were taken with the promise of a ple-
ture of the ruins. The engineering de-
| partment and the operating depart-
| men® unlted in a tremendoos effort to
bring mbout a resumption of traflle.

Glover's man, pulled off construction,
| were sent forward {n trainloads. Dan-
|r1r:;‘s ltoemen strung arc lights slong
the creek undl the canyon twinkled
&t night lke o mountain village, and
| men in three shifts worked elbow to
| #lbow unceasingly to run the switch-
| bicks down to the creek bed. Thera,
by cribbing weross the bottom, they
g0t In a temporary line.

McCloud spent his days ef the ereek
| and hig nights at Medlelne Bead with
his assistant und his chief dispatcher,
advising, counseling, studying out
trouble reports, and steadying wher-
over he could the weakened lines of
| bis operating \orces. He was gelting
his first taste of the trinls of the hard-
est worked and poorest pald man in
the operating department of & ,ilrond
—the division superintendent.

To these wers midded personal am-
noyances. A trainload of Ducx Bar
steers, shipped by Lance Dunning
from the Crawling Stone ranch, had
been caught west of the bridgs the
very night of the fire. They had been
loaded at Tipton and shipped to cateh
a good market, and under extravagant
protises from the lvestock agent of a
quick run to Chieago. When Lance
Dunning learned that his cattle had
been caught west of the break and
would have to be unloaded, he swore
up & horze in kot haste and started for
Medicine Bend. MeClond, who had
not closed his ayes for 60 hours, had
Just got Into Medicine Be.d from
Smoky Creck and whs sitting at his
desk buriad in & mass of papers, but
he ordered e eattleman admiced.
He was, In fact, eager to moeet the
manager of the blg rawch and the
ecusin_ of Dicksie. Lance Dunning
Bleod nbove six feet In helght, and
was n handsome man, In spite of tae
bard lices around his eyes, as he
walked In; bul nelther his manner nor
bls expression was amiable.

“Are you Mr. McCloud? I'se been
dere three times this afternoon to
*e¢ you." said he, lgnoring McCloud's
answer and a proflered chale. “This
Is your office, fsn't (L1*

McClowd, a Mttle surprised, ao-
swered agaln and civilly: “It certain-
Iy 1s; but 1 bave been at Smoky Creek
for two or thres days.™

“What bave you done with my eat-
the

“The Duck Bar train was run back
te Point of Rocks and the eattle were
anloaded at the yard.”

Lance Dunning «puke with Increas-
Ing barshness: “By whose order was
Ixht done?! Why wasn't | notlfied?
Have they had feed or waler?
| +"All tha slock caught west of the

. +
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| the front shop; she was engnged with
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"It 1s too bad, certalnly, but I sup-
pose It will be several days before we
can get & llne acrosn Smoky creek.”

“Why weren't the cattle sent
through that way yesterday? What
have they been held at Polnt of Rocks
for? I call the thing badly managed.”

“Wa couldn't get the empty cars up
fiom Fledmont for the transfer until
to-day; empties are very scarce svery-
where now. .

"There always have been emptles
here when ther were wanted until
Iately, Tiere's been no head or tall
to anytiing oa this division for six
months,*

"I'm sotry that you have that im-
preesion.”

“That Impression {s very general
deciared the wiockman, with an oath,
“and If yeu keep on discharging the
only men an this division that are
competent (o handle & break ke this,
it Is lkely to continoe!™

“Just o moment!" MeClodd's finger
Tese polntedly., “My fallure to please
You In caring for your stock lo &n
smergeacy may be properly a matter
for comment; your opinion as to the
way | am running this division Is, of
course, your own; but den't attempt
1o eritlcise the retentlon or discharge
of any man on my pay roli!"

Dunaing strode toward him. *“I'm
a'slipper on this line: when It sults
me to criticise you or your metluds,
uf anybody else’s, 1 expect lo do so0."
he retorted In high tones.

“But you cannot tell me how to run
my bosiness!™ thundersd MeCloud,
leaning over the table in front of him

As the two men glared at each oth-
er Rooney Lee opened the door. His
surprise at the siination amounted to
cotslernation. He sbufied to the cor
ner of the room, and while MeQloud
and Dunning engnged hotly again,
Hooney, from the corner, threw a shot
of his own into the quarrel. “On
ume!” he roared.

The &ngry men turned. "What's
on time?" asked MeCloud, eurtly.

“Number One; she's In and chang-
ing eng'nes. [ told themgyou were go-
ing west,” declared Rooney in so deep
tones that his fiction would never
bave baen susnected,

Duoning, to emphasize, without a
further word, bis disgust for the situ
ation aod his contempt for tha man-
agement, tore Into soraps the pass
that had heen given him, threw the
scraps on the floor, took a eigar from
his pocket and lighted R: lausolence
could do no moare,

McCloud looked ove” at the dis
patcher, “No, I am not golug west,
HRooney. But If you will be good
enough to stay here and find out from
this man just how this rallroad ought
1o be run, | will gu to bed, He can
tell you: the microbe seems to be
working In his mind right oow,” said
McClond, slamming down the rolltop
of his desk. And with Lance Dunning
glaring at bim, somewhat speechiess,
he put on bis hat aad walked out of
the room,

It was bur one of many disagreeable
incldents due to the loss of the bridge,
Complleations ariuing from the tie-up
followed him at every tarn, It seetnad
as If he could mot get awey frowm trow-
ble following trouble. After 40 hours
further of tofl, relleved by four bours
of sleep, M. Jloud fonnd himself, rath-
er dead than allve, back at Medicine
Bend and in the little dining room at
Marlon's. Coming In at the cottage
door on Fort sireet, he dropped into
& chair, The coltage rooms were
empty. He heard Marion's volce In

a cuitomer. Putting his head on the
lable to walt a moment, nature ns
serted 1tsell and McCloud foll aalesp.
He woke hearing a volee that he had
beard In dreama Perhaps no other
volce could have wakened hiw, for he
slept for o few minttes s desth-like
sleep. At all eveats, Dicksie Dunning
was In the front room and McCloud
heard her. Bhe was talking with
Marion about the buming of Smoky
Creek bridge.

“Every one Is tatking about It yet,”
Dicksie wos sayiog. “If 1 bad lost
my best Giend [ couldn't have felt
worse; you kaow, my father bullt It

realized before how high and bow
long It was; snd when | remembered
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with them over our way. For mj o,
I think It Is terrible, after &’ man has
given all of his life to building wp &
railroad, that be sbould be thrown out
to starve ln that way by mew mas
agers, Marion.”

McCloud felt himself shripking
within his weary clothes. Regantment
seemed to have dled, He Aelt tog wa
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*Oh, Mr. McCloud, Is It Youl”

hausted to undertake controversy.
even If it wera to be thought of, ank
it was not.

Nothing further wae needed to com
plete his humiliation. He plcked ap
hla hat and with the thought ofs getr
ting out as quietly as be had come In
In rising he swept a tumbler at s
elbow from the table. The glass broke
on the floor, and Marion exclalmeds
"What Is that?™ and started for the
Qining room. .

It was too late to get away. Me
Cloud stepped to the portleres of the
trimming room door and pushed them
axide. Marion stood with & hat in her
hand, and Dirksie, sitting ot the table,
was looking directly at the intruder as
he appeared in the doorway. She saw
In him her pleasant sequaintance of
the wreck at Sooky Creek, whose
nume she had not learned. In her sd
Jrisé, glie rose 1o her (eet, and Marion
spoke quickly: “Oh, Mr. MeCloud, i
It you? | did not hegr you come iA*

Dicksle's face, which had ghted,
becama & spectacle of conlusian aftee
eha heard the name. MeClowd, o
seious of the awk=srdness of his po
sltlon and the disorder of hin garb,
sald the worst (hing at once* *1 fear
I nm {nndvertently overhearing yous
conversation.”

He inoked at Dicksle as he spelts,
chiefly because he could mot helr W,
and this made matters hooeless.

She fughed more deeply. "1 €
not concetve why our copversatios
should invite a listener.”

Her words did not, of course, help
to steady him. *] tried to gel awa "
he stammered, “when | realited | waa
s part of It”

“In any event,” ahe exclalmed, hasth
Iv, "I you nve Mr. MeClodd [ thivk
It unpardonable to do snything lke
that!"

“1 ain Mr. McClond, thouah | should
rather be anybody elso; and | am sop
ry that 1 was unable to belp bearing*
what was said: "

“Marion, will you be kind enough te
glve mé my gloves™ sald Dichaly”
bolding oul her hand.

Marion, kaving tried ence or twice
to Intervens, sinod between the Brings
lines in helplens amozement. Hep e
clamations were lost; the two helore

Teylion.

McClound flushed at being ol off,
but he bowed, “Of course,” he maid
“If you will listen to no explanation .
I can only whhdraw.”

He went back, dinperiess, lo work
all night; but the wwilehbscks were
doing capitally, and all unight lJong °
trains were rolling through Médiolne
Bend from the west lo an endless
string. In the morning the yard was
pearly desred of west-hound Smsage.
Moreover, the mall in the
brought compensation. A letter
from Glover telilng him nol
bimsell Lo death over

F

hor gsave no heed to ordinary futes *
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